EXTREMES MEET

first month of his engagement, Waterlow had often re-
monstrated with him for this simulation of a man with
toothache, insisting that it only made his passage through
the streets more likely to attract the curiosity of passers by.
But nothing would induce Keats to forgo this muffler, or,
what his chief deprecated even more, the carrying of a
loaded revolver in his trousers pocket

" Let me to make my own ways, Capitaine," he would
say. " It is I who risk my life to bring you the best
information you are having."

Waterlow realized that paradoxically it was this belief
in his life's being at stake which gave Keats the courage
to keep these evening appointments three times a
week. If at this date Keats had suddenly given up the
muffler and the loaded revolver, it would have made
Waterlow suspect that he was being sold in turn to the
Germans; and it was always a relief to him when
Keats showed by a crisis of nerves that he still believed
in his protectors.

" Still that damned muffler," he said, teazing the agent
as usual this evening for his own security.

And Keats waved his arms.

" Ah, my god, Capitaine, you will make me to become
yellow with rage if you are speaking so. I bring you such
informations as you can never have, and if I am seen it
will be for me the death."

" Yes, you'll jump at your own shadow and pull the
trigger of that idiotic revolver."

The agent raised his outspread hands and looked up as
if calling on Heaven to witness what he must endure from
human folly.

" All right, all right," Waterlow laughed. " But I
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